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Chats With the Edttor 


Someone Trusted Him 


Jack had a long record with the 
police even though he wasn’t more than 
thirteen, and when he was caught shop- 
lifting again and brought before the judge, 
the outlook was serious indeed. 

“Young man,” the judge told him, “I 
could send you to the reform school, but 
instead, I will put you on probation, on 
one condition. You must join a Boy Scout 
troop and let them help you straighten up.” 

Jack grinned inwardly as he left the court. 
He had no intention of straightening up. 
But being on probation, he would have a 
chance to perfect his shoplifting methods 
so he wouldn’t get caught again. Because 
the judge told him to, he applied at the 
local Boy Scout troop and was accepted. 
He was assigned to the Raccoon Patrol. 

















For a while all went well. Then one 
night the Raccoons met in the home of one 
of the boys. Afterward the boy’s mother 
opened a dresser drawer to get out some 
of her jewelry—and found it wasn’t there. 
The boys investigated, and found Jack had 
taken it. 

At once the patrol leader called a special 
session, passing word around to the boys 
to meet at 6:30. Jack was told to come at 
7:30. 

All that went on in that meeting I d 
not know, but at 7:30, when Jack arrive 
the boys were ready for him. 

The patrol leader started in. “Jack,” he 
said, “we’re sorry you’ve done this, for 
nothing like it has ever happened in the 
Raccoon Patrol before. 

“We are sorry, too, Jack, because we 
liked you. We hoped you would make a 
good member of our patrol, and we don’t 
want to lose you. We would like you to 
stay with us, and we would like to feel we 
could trust you.” 

He paused, and all the Raccoons looked 
at Jack. But it was impossible to tell by the 
set expression of his face what he was 
thinking. 

Then the patrol leader went on. “We 
realize, Jack, that if you are going to be- 
come trustworthy, we should start trust- 
ing you. So we’ve decided that we will let 
you stay in our patrol on two conditions: 
first, that you take the jewelry back; and 
second, that you promise us, on your Scout’s 
honor, that you'll live up to the Scout oath 
and law. We have elected you patrol treas- 
urer. If you accept the offer, you can start 
being our treasurer right now. Here are 
the dues we’ve collected tonight.” 

It wasn’t hard to tell what Jack was 
thinking this time. For down Jack’s cheeks 
—tough, law-breaking, insolent Jack—the 
tears were pouring fast. 

Time went on. Jack turned out to be 
one of the best treasurers the Raccoons 
ever had. 

And today, he is a successful business 
man in an important and responsible ro 
tion. If anyone ever asks him to what h 
attributes his success, he is quick to answer, 
“Someone trusted me.” 


Your friend, 


a Waxurel 





SAVED BY THE POLICE 


By G. M. MATHEWS 


~ A LARGE city nestled in the moun- 
tains of South America there lived a few 
years ago a thirteen-year-old girl by the 
name of Aminta Cordozo. Like almost 
everyone else, she and all her family be- 
longed to the state church of that country. 

After school was out one summer, 
Aminta and two of her brothers were sent 
out into the country for the vacation. They 
became interested in some correspondence 


lessons about the Bible, and studied them 
every week. 

A Sabbath school and a baptismal class 
were organized, and Aminta was appointed 
the Sabbath school secretary. 

Soon there were one hundred members 
coming to the Sabbath school, and every- 
body was happy. Then one Sabbath morn- 
ing just before the Sabbath school began, 

To page 19 


As the mob rushed on the believers, the police captain stepped up and ordered them to go home. 


HOMER NORRIS, ARTIST 
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POISON IN THE MILK! 


By BARBARA O. WESTPHAL 


ene oay have to eat your oatmeal without 
milk this morning,” the sefora Tahay 
told her children sternly. 

“O mama, \et us have our milk, please? 
Tomorrow we'll jump right out of bed as 
soon as you call us. We promise.” 

“No, no milk this morning. You'll be late 
to school, and your father may be late to his 
classes too because we had to wait for you.” 

Wilma and Samuel sat down to eat their 
oatmeal without milk. In Guatemala the 
breakfast cereal is cooked thin like a gruel. 
It is creamy and smooth, slightly sweet, and 
a delicious bit of stick cinnamon gives it a 
spicy taste. 

The profesor stepped into the kitchen 
to speak to his wife, where the children 
wouldn’t hear. “Aren’t you a little hard on 
the children this morning?” he asked his 
wife. “They need milk for breakfast so they 
will be strong and healthy. It’s the first time 
this year they haven't gotten up promptly. 
I think it would be better to talk to them 
about being more prompt today and then tell 
them we will punish them next time.” 

“No,” his wife said, “I have already told 
them they can’t have milk, and now it 
wouldn’t do to go back on what I said.” 

The profesor was sorry, but he decided 
not to say any more, so he and his wife and 
the seforita teacher who lived with them 
sat down to eat with the children. 


“What do you suppose makes the milk so 
thick on top this morning?” the sefora 
asked as she poured the milk out of the 
bottle. “Surely it isn’t all cream!” 

“Must be something the cow ate,” 
husband answered her. 

“Isn’t our milk bottle white, mama? This 
one is green,” Wilma noticed. 

“Yes, I told the neighbor’s maid this 
morning that I wanted her always to put my 
milk in my own bottle, because I wash it 
carefully and rinse it in hot water every 
day. It’s the first time she hasn’t sent the 
milk in my own white bottle.” 

Professor Tahay and his family lived in a 
mountain village in Guatemala. He was a 
missionary teacher among his own Indian 
people. The Indians trusted him because he 
could talk their language as well as Spanish 
and several other languages he had learned 
at the university. They were proud that one 
of their own people was now a real profes- 
sor and had come back to their village of 
Momostenango to teach them and _ their 
children. 

The little profesor—for he was short like 
most of the Indian people—was teachin 
the Bible class later that morning when 
felt his skin stinging. He noticed his finger- 
nails were turning blue. By the time he 
began the arithmetic class he was feeling 
very ill and had terrible pains in his stomach. 
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Of course he had to leave his class and go to 
the kitchen to see what his wife could do 
for him. She made him some hot manzanilla 
tea, which usually made him feel better 
when he had any indigestion. But this time 
it did no good. 

Soon the sefiorita came to the kitchen 
too. She also had left her first-grade class 
because she was so sick. Then the sefora 
began to groan with pain also. 

“We've been poisoned,” said the wise 

fesor. “And there is no doctor in town 

help us.” 

“It must have been that milk!” 

“How are the children?” 

“Happy as can be,” the seforita replied. 
“When I dismissed my class they ran out- 
doors to play.” 

“It was God's providence that you didn’t 
let them have any milk for breakfast,” the 
profesor told his wife. “I knew it wasn’t 
like you. Some enemy put poison in that 
milk to kill us.” 

Then he remembered what he had 
studied in first-aid classes. He told the 


“What makes the milk so thick this morning?” 
breakfast cereal. “Surely it isn’t all cream!” 


Indian cook to burn three slices of bread 
and two tortillas. When they were black 
charcoal she ground them up fine and made 
a drink. Then the profesor asked for egg 
whites, and the three poisoned adults drank 
them. 

They were all dreadfully sick—the pro- 
fesor, the sewora, and the seforita, but God 
heard prayer, and no one died, though the 
senora was in bed for six months and will 
never be as strong as she was before. 

There was still a little milk left in the 
green bottle, and as soon as the profesor 
was able, he took it to the drugstore. There 
the druggist examined it and found that it 
contained a terrible poison called potassium 
cyanide. “We'll report this to the police, 
and your neighbor who sold you the milk 
will go to prison,” the druggist said. 

But do you think the missionary teacher 
wanted his neighbor sent to prison? He 
called the woman to his house and said, “I 
want you to tell me the truth about that 
milk. The druggist analyzed it and he knows 

To page 19 


Mother asked as she poured some of it over her 
No one suspected what the real reason was! 
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George grinned as he left the pastor’s study. 


He knew Butch was in for a big surprise next day! 


A FIGHTING CONVERSION 


Part Two 


By TASA MEADOWS 


HEN George knocked on Pastor 

Maxim’s study for the second time that 
week he wondered what the pastor would 
say. Would he be disappointed in him for 
his failure with Butch, or would he under- 
stand? 

The doorknob twisted, and Pastor Maxim 
asked, “How did it go, George?” 

George didn’t reply until he was inside 
the study and seated before the desk. Then 
he told the minister how Butch had 
laughed and had’ then become angry and 
tripped him. 

Pastor Maxim listened carefully, and 
then, smiling kindly, said, “We've really got 
a problem on our hands, haven’t we?” 

George nodded, smiling. 

“I once knew a boy like Butch,” Pastor 
Maxim continued. “He hated religion— 
and ministers—and he hated me, I guess, 
pretty much. For a while. Then he and I 
became close friends. There was one thing 
that that boy respected: strength. He and I 
became friends because I knew how to use 
what strength I had.” 

“He sounds a lot like Butch,” George said. 

“Yes, I think the two are a lot alike— 
from what I’ve heard about Butch,” Pastor 
Maxim agreed. “Let me think for a mo- 
ment. I think I know the solution to this 
problem.” 

George looked out of the window at the 
leaves of a tree growing outside. The wind 
stirred the leaves, and a bird fluttered away 
suddenly, looking a very horrible color 
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through the yellow of the glass. There was 
a nest in the bush, George saw, and he 
wanted to get up and look into it, but he 
didn’t. He waited for Pastor Maxim to speak. 

“Let’s sum the problem up,” the pastor 
said suddenly. “You have tried to talk to 
Butch, tried to be nice to him, tried to 
explain what Adventists really are. You 
have done favors for him, and have really 
tried to win him by every kind method you 
could think of. Correct?” 

George nodded. 

“But he has rejected everything you've 
done. And he won't come and talk to me.” 
George nodded again. “Well, I have just one 
idea, but I’m not sure—well, you'll prob- 
ably think it a little unusual.” Elder Maxim 
laughed. 

“What is it?” George asked eagerly. 

“Well, this,” Pastor Maxim said, and then 
he outlined and illustrated his plan. George 
listened, amazed and startled as the pastor 
talked. At first he thought that Pastor 
Maxim was joking. But he wasn’t. And soon 
George carefully studied and memorized 
everything Pastor Maxim said. 

At last he left the pastor’s study and 
home, thinking that Butch was in for a very 
—a very, very—big surprise! 

He spent the evening and the morning 
practicing with a friend, working on the 
suggestion Pastor Maxim had made. Then, 
when he was sure of himself, he went on to 
school to face the day—and Butch. 

Butch saw him in the afternoon, and 











walked over to him. “Well, have you 
changed your mind yet about asking me to 
talk to preachers?” Butch laughed. It was 
a very good joke. Butch laughed harder. 
“Someday you'll learn—maybe—that being 
stuck-up around here doesn’t pay!” 

“Well,” George said, surprising himself 
at his own calmness, “that invitation still 
stands. I wish you would talk to Pastor 
Maxim. I don’t know why you hate him so. 

d why you hate me—for what I believe.” 
: don’t you mind your own busi- 

s?” Butch demanded. 

“But ” George began. 

“Listen, I haven't really hurt you, yet, 
have I?” Butch asked. “But just listen to 
this: so far nothing has happened, but if 
you don’t stop this preaching to me—and 
stop trying to act like a grandmother, and 
straighten out and learn to mind your own 
business—and stop thinking you are i with 
a capital ‘I—well, you're really going to 
get hurt. I’m tired of you. And I don’t like 
weak little kids who can’t even protect them- 
selves. So don’t ask for trouble, see?” 





Butch walked slowly to George, hand held out. “I 


, 
; 


“I’m not asking for 
trouble,” George said. “But 
why don’t you leave me 
alone if you don’t like me? 
I'm not causing you any 
trouble. I wouldn’t have 
anything to do with you if you'd just stop 
picking on me. I don’t pick on you because 
you don’t go to church—then why do you 
pick on me because I do?” 

George was ready for it this time. When 
Butch’s fist swung up at him, George, 
remembering and having practiced what 
Pastor Maxim had shown him, stepped 
forward, ducked, and a moment later Butch 
lay on the ground, staring up in surprise. 

“Why you little so-and-so!” Butch yelled, 
leaping to his feet and rushing toward 
George. 

Pastor Maxim had shown George several 
tricks he had learned while in the Army. As 
Butch rushed at him, George followed those 
instructions, and a moment later a thor- 
oughly confused and bewildered Butch lay 
sprawled on the ground for the second time. 





owe you an apology,” he said. “You’re no sissy!” 
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Andy's Gadget Magic 





TIN-CAN STOVE 























ONE SMALL AND TWO LARGE TIN CANS 


FRY HERE 
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SMALL PENCIL-SIZE STICKS FOR FUEL Andy 
For a long moment he only stared at God and things, maybe—maybe _ there's 


George. By this time students were crowd- 
ing around them, watching with consider- 
able excitement. 

Slowly Butch got up and approached 
George, his hand held out. “I owe you an 
apology,” he said, disregarding the snickers 
of amusement from the other boys. “Any- 
one who can put me flat on my face isn’t 
any, any sissy,” he explained. 

“You going to let him push you around?” 
someone called toward Butch. 

Butch turned around and faced the boy. 
“Let’s put it this way,” he said. “If anyone 
can push me around, he’s big enough so 
that he has the right to do it.” 

No one said anything, and for a moment 
there was silence. 

“I guess I treated you pretty bad, huh?” 
Butch said, forgetting the other boys. “I 
was pretty mean to you. But what I felt, 
still goes: I don’t like goody-goody sissies.” 

George said nothing. 

“But the way I look at it, you aren’t any 
sissy. So, if you believe in all this stuff about 
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something in it.” He paused. “Say, where'd 
you learn the tricks?” 

George hesitated, and then told the simple 
truth: “From Pastor Maxim.” 

“That's a minister I'd like to meet,” 
Butch said. And then he smiled for the 
first time. 

George smiled back. “And he'd like to 
meet you, too,” he said. 

Butch kept his promise, and the next day 
he and George walked toward the minister’s 
house after school. 

Later, on their way home, Butch spoke: 
“I sure had you people wrong, didn’t I? 
I mean, thinking you were stuck up, and gif 

George nodded. 

“I had the thing all mixed up. I didn’t 
know all that stuff was in the Bible.” 

“I didn’t either,” George said, “until a 
couple of years ago when my folks became 
Adventists.” 

“Well, I can say one thing, I sure made a 
mistake about you and all the other Ad- 
ventists.” To page 21 








Which Kind of GIVER 
























The sponge giver gives more will- 
ingly than the stone giver, but he 
has to be squeezed to make him do 
it. And even then he gives only 
as long as the pressure is applied. 
Sponge givers help in Sabbath 
school and MV meetings only if 
they are coaxed and flattered a 
lot, and give up easily. 


Are YOUP 


The stone giver won't give any- 
thing at all—unless he’s hit with 
a hammer, and then he gives noth- 
ing more than a little spark that 
quickly goes out. A stone giver is 
the kind of person who washes the 
dishes or mows the lawns only 
when Mother and Dad threaten to 
punish him if he doesn’t. 


The honeycomb giver gives because 
he wants to. Kindness and helpful- 
ness pour out of him. Such givers 
are rare and valuable persons. They 
can be recognized by the way 
they offer to help Mother and Dad 
with the work around home, and 
they are usually the leaders in 
church and school activities. 


Say, which kind of 
giver are YOU? 
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DRAGONS Without WINGS 


By HARRY J. BAERG 


0 may have heard of the Knights of the 
Round Table, who fought with dragons 
and slew them. These were dragons with 
leathery wings, clawed feet, and lashing 
tails—fearsome creatures! They were, of 
course, imaginary animals that were used to 
represent the forces of evil. And all these 
stories probably started because of what 
took place in the Garden of Eden. The 
evil one, disguised as a serpent, brought sin 
into the world, and since then the serpent, 
or dragon, has represented all evil. 

The serpent in the garden “had wings, 
and while flying through the air presented 
an appearance of dazzling brightness, hav- 
ing the color and brilliancy of burnished 
gold.” (Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 53.) 
When God cursed the serpent its wings 
were taken away. He said, “Upon thy belly 
shalt thou go.” So now there are no more 
flying serpents, dragons, or lizards; all are 
dead. The last flying reptiles perished in the 
Flood. 

However, in parts of southern Asia there 
are lizards that live in trees and glide from 
one tree to another. They have flaps of 
loose skin on the sides of the body which 
they spread out with the help of their ribs 
and thus support the weight of their body 
as they sail. This is, of course, not true 
flying, any more than that of the “flying” 
squirrel. They are not fearsome dragons, 
either, for the longest is no more than ten 
inches. 

The dragons I am writing about are the 
giant lizards. Not the crocodiles and _ alli- 
gators, but true lizards, which are nearly as 
large as the crocodiles. Most of us, when we 
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think of lizards, have in mind a little gray 
spotted reptile that we can easily hold in 
our hand—a fence lizard, gecko, blue-tailed 
skink, or the swift that flashes so quickly over 
the desert sands. These little fellows are 
absolutely harmless and useful, even the 
ugly horned toad, which is really a lizard. 
The wingless dragons are much larger and 
more ferocious. 

They are the monitor lizards. There are 
about thirty different species of them in 
southern Asia, Africa, and Australia. Many 
are no longer than three feet, but others 
are more than nine. Some have long whip- 
tails and are incredibly fast as they dash 
about after their game; others are slower 
and heavier. Some live in the open deserts, 
some in the forests, and others along streams 
and rivers. Those that spend much time in 
the water usually have their tails flattened 
on the sides, like the tail of the crocodile, 
to aid in swimming. 

These “dragons” are all meat eaters. They 
live on the animals, insects, birds, and rep- 
tiles they can catch and kill. They also eat 
dead flesh, no matter how old and decayed 
it may be. They are especially fond of eggs, 
and are sometimes very stealthy about steal- 
ing them when the owner is away. 

When a monitor lizard finds the ne 
a crocodile, he knows he has discoverea a 
prize. While the mother crocodile goes away 
to feed, the monitor sneaks up to the nest, 
opens the side, and takes out the eggs. 
There may be as many as five or six dozen, 
and time is short. The monitor grabs all his 
mouth will hold and hides them under a bush, 
then goes back for more, till they are all 





one 


amo 


‘is 
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ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


A monitor can make mincemeat out of a dog in minutes with his sharp claws, and a blow from 
his tail will knock a man down. Some monitors, when chased, play tricks to fool their enemies. 


hidden under several different bushes. Then 
he can eat them at leisure. The lizard is 
faster on land than the crocodile is, but 
must be careful to keep out of the crocodile’s 
terrible jaws. 

Monitors, too, have large mouths with 
powerful jaws, and when they bite they have 
a hold like a bulldog’s. Snakes can open 
their jaws to unbelievable size and swallow 
prey that is larger than their own normal 
size, but the jaws of a lizard are fixed, and 
the prey must be torn into smaller pieces 
before it can be eaten. To do this the 
monitor has claws as large and sharp as 
those of an eagle. 

These claws are used not only to tear up 
food but also to catch it. They are also 
effective weapons of defense. They can 
make mincemeat of a dog in a very short 
time. In addition to this they are used to 
dig the holes the monitors live in. 

The best-known species of monitor 


lizards is the Nile monitor. These reptiles 
live along the Nile River and over most of 
Northern Africa that is wet enough to have 
streams or rivers flowing through it. The 
Nile monitor is slim and active. Though 
well able to fight, it will not usually do so 
if it can escape. It lives in holes along the 
riverbanks and spends much time in the 
water. With its flattened tail it is able to 
swim rapidly. 

The West African monitor is a heavier 
and more sluggish lizard, but also more 
daring. Since it cannot get away as quickly, 
it must remain for a fight. Instead of using 
its claws and teeth as the Nile monitor does, 
it relies more upon its tail. With this it can 
deliver a blow that will knock a man down 
as quickly as if he had been hit with a base- 
ball bat. A cut from the end of this tail can, 
likewise, be severe. This lizard has a pecul- 
iar trick used in emergency. It will roll over 
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PUNISHING — 


OAN watched her father take down the 

swing rope, her anger mounting higher 
and higher all the time. She felt quite in- 
jured that he should happen to need that 
particular rope just when she and Sandra 
were out of school. What good was it to 
have vacation if there was nothing to do but 
mope about the place and act as baby sitters 
for three-year-old May while their father 
worked and their mother stayed at the 
hospital with their one-day-old brother? 

Not realizing that his eldest daughter was 
so annoyed, Joan’s father climbed into his 
car and looked out at his three daughters. 
Joan was eleven, Sandra six, and May was, as 
we have already learned, only three years 
old. 

“Play here at home, girls,’ Father said. 
“T'll come home at ‘noon and fix your lunch.” 
With a smile and a wave of the hand he 
drove off down the street to work. 

As soon as the car passed out of sight, 
Joan gave voice to her resentment in no 
uncertain terms. 

“He’s just being mean,” she told her two 
younger sisters. “You know very well that 
he never said a word about needing that 
rope while we had to be in school all day. 
But just let us get a few days off and he has 
to have our swing rope right away. It’s a 
wonder he didn’t think about taking the 
bicycle along, too! I don’t know what you 
are going to do about it, but I’m not going 
to stay here and be treated like this all 
the time. I’m going to run away while he’s 
at work. That'll punish him for being so 
mean! And I'll find a place where I can have 
a swing of my own and do just as I like. I 
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By ALICE L. STEWART 


won't have to go to school any more, and 
I'll just swing and play and have a good time 
all the time.” 

Sandra and May listened attentively. They 
admired their big sister's courage, and were 
more than a bit envious of the joyous future 
that was to be hers while they remained at 
home, their pleasures constantly dampened 
by parental restraint. 


“Can't we go with 
you?” Sandy begged. 
“Please, Joan! We'll be 


real good and not cause 
you a bit of trouble. I 
don’t like going to school 
all the time either, and 
you and I could take care 
of May just as good as 
Mamma and Daddy can. 
It will be lots of fun, just 
three of us together!” 
This was the answer 
Joan hoped to receive. 
She had not been eager 
to go out into the world 
to seek a future of un- 
dimmed happiness all by 
herself, but once she was 
fully assured of the con- 
fidence and the compan- 
ionship of her two 
younger sisters, her mind 
was firmly made up to 


go. 


With May in the basket and 
Sandra behind, the three girls 
set forth to find a new home. 


















“Come on then,” she urged. “Let’s pack 
what we'll need and get started.” 

Sandra insisted upon taking her favorite 
doll and its stroller. May was sure she 
could not get along without her panda bear 
she took to bed with her every night. Joan 
herself lingered uncertainly over her fa- 
vorite paper dolls and their outfits. These 
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selections were carefully packed into an 
empty gunny sack. 

Then Joan hunted up two clean flour 
sacks and folded their nicest dresses into 
one of them. She found the shoes they 
ordinarily wore to church and dumped 
them in on top. Next she added an assort- 
ment of underclothes, socks, jeans, and 
blouses. The second flour sack was filled 
with a loaf of bread, a box of cheese, several 
bunches of grapes, a jar of strawberry jam 
from the basement shelves, a_ leftover 
portion of chocolate cake, and all the 
candy from the candy dish on the dining 
room table. 

Thus equipped, the three children felt 
ready to face anything the future might 
hold. Joan wheeled the red bicycle out of 
the shed and tied the three filled sacks onto 
it. When she got onto the bicycle, however, 
she found that the bulky sacks constantly 
bumped into her and hampered her pedal- 
ing. Besides, she knew that if they were to 
travel far enough away from home so that 
their father could not find them and force 
them to return, little May would have to 
ride most of the way. 





Reluctantly Joan climbed off the bicycle, 
untied the three sacks and carried them 
back into the house. She dumped the con- 
tents of all three onto the kitchen table, 
selected a change of clothing for herself 
and her sisters, picked out the cake, the 
candy, the grapes, and the cheese, and care- 
fully laid them in on top. 
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LIKE THE FIREFLIES 


By DOROTHY WALTER 


On summer evenings after sunset, 
In the meadows cool and damp, 

As the dusk begins to deepen 
Then the firefly lights his lamp. 


Flitting through the velvet shadows 
Like a tiny, glowing spark, 

Firefly keeps his light a-twinkling, 
Does his best to light the dark. 


Like the faithful little fireflies, 
Each of us may do his share; 
Each may help to light the darkness 
That surrounds us everywhere. 


Each of us can shine for Jesus 
If we're cheerful, helpful, too; 
We can keep our lights a-glowing 
By kind things we say and do. 


SSSA SSS VSS VSS VAST SAV VWAVASTSsF 


While she was neatly putting away the 
rejected articles, she happened to notice 
her well-filled piggy bank sitting out on the 
top of her dresser. This, too, she deposited 
within the remaining flour sack before she 
rejoined her sisters in the yard. 

The one sack she now carried would rest 
neatly within the basket on the bicycle. 
She lifted May up in front of her, and the 
three little adventurers were on their way. 
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Sandra plodded bravely along beside the 
bicycle until the city streets were behind 
them, and they were making their way along 
the highway beyond. Here she began to 
complain that she felt tired, and Joan got 
down and let her ride the bicycle while 
she walked. Later Joan pedaled while 
Sandra rode on the back of the bicycle and 
May rode in front. 

Sometime before noon May began to 
whimper for a drink and for something to 
eat. Joan broke off a piece of cake for each 
of them and divided the candy. They climbed 
down beside an irrigation ditch which ran 
through a cornfield, and drank thirstily from 
the murky water. 

A little after noon Joan turned off onto 
a little-traveled side road, and took May off 
onto the grass. Sandra dropped down beside 
them. 

“How much farther do we have to go 
before we get to our new home, Joan?” she 
asked. “It seems like we've been traveling 
for hours. I’m getting awful tired and I’m 
hungry again.” 

Joan divided the little box of cheese and 
gave each of them a bunch of the grapes. 
Only a few bunches of grapes now re- 
mained in the flour sack, but Joan was 
unafraid. She was certain that they would 
come upon a grocery store soon and be able 
to replenish their rapidly dwindling food 
supplies. She shook her piggy bank vigor- 
ously until a handful of pennies, a nickel, 
two dimes, and a quarter rolled out into her 
lap. She put all of these coins into her coat 
pocket, and they set out once more. 

Before it began to grow dark, they had 
turned off onto branching roads several 
times. Joan suddenly realized that she could 
never find her way back home. Now, since 
she had no intention of returning home, 
such a discovery should have been of very 
little importance, and yet the thought filled 
her heart with terror. 

May looked as if she were about to go to 
sleep and fall from the bicycle. Sandra, too, 
seemed tired enough to drop. 


“It’s getting dark, Joan,” Sandra said@@: 





looking around her fearfully. “I don’t see . 


a house here for us like you said. Take me 
home to Daddy and my own bed.” 

Little May woke up enough to under- 
stand Sandra’s last sentence. “I want my 
panda bear and my pink pajamas and Daddy 
to come kiss me good night,” the poor little 
girl wailed. To page 16 
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NEVER LONELY AGAIN 


By LOIS SNELLING 


pad and Maizie were sitting on the steps 
looking very unhappy. 

“We have been living in this town a 
whole week,” Don grumbled, “and don’t 
know a soul!” 

“A new town is lonesome,” Maizie said. 
“Now, look at that boy coming down the 
street yelling Hi and waving to everybody 
he passes. I guess he has lived here always.” 

“Wish he would say Hi to us when he 
passes,” Don said wistfully. 

And that is what the boy did. As he 
drew near he grinned at the children and 
called out, “Hi!” 

“Hi!” they both answered quickly. Then 
the boy came up to the steps and sat down 
beside them. 





“Just moved here?” he said in a friendly 
voice. “I’m Terry Thomas.” 

“We are Don and Maizie West,’ Don 
said. “We are lonesome. We don’t know any- 
body except our parents and each other.” 

“You need someone to play with,” Terry 
said. “Come down to my house sometime. 
I know how it is to be in a strange town.” 

“You do!” Don and his sister both said it 
at once. 

“Sure. I've been here just a year. And 
when I came, do you know how many 
friends I had?” 

“How many?” Maizie asked. 

“One! My grandmother. I was going to 
live with her until my parents came later 
on and found a house for us.” 

“Didn’t you get awful lonesome?” 
Don asked. 

“Sure, I did. At first. But friends 
seem to multiply. You have one, and 
that one grows to two. Grandmother 
was the only friend I had. But she had 
friends, and they became mine too. 
Then I went to Sabbath school, and 
all the fellows there got to be my 
friends. Next I started to school, and 
there was the teacher and all the boys 
and girls.” 

“Father, Mother, Maizie.” Don 
counted them on his fingers. “I have 
three friends to start with, Terry. You 
had just one. So I guess Maizie and I 
are lucky. We are going to start right 
now making friends in this town. You 
are the first, Terry Thomas!” 

“Good!” grinned Maizie. “And we'll 
never be lonely again!” 


Don and Maizie sat on the steps and felt very 
sorry for themselves. They had no friends, 
and were quite sure they couldn’t find any. 
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Dragons Without Wings 
From page 11 


on its back, grab one hind foot in its mouth, 
and lie still until the danger has passed. 

In India, other parts of southern Asia, 
and the many islands of the South Seas there 
are numerous other kinds of monitors. 
Some live in the water and others on the 
desert, but all look fairly similar in shape 
and color. The younger ones are brown, 
with cross rows of bright-yellow doughnut- 
shaped spots all over the back. As they get 
older the spots fade and the skin darkens. 

Really large old monitors are sometimes 
almost black. The surface of the skin is 
covered with small scales that feel as rough 
as a rasp. 

All monitors are able to swim well, and 
that probably is why they are found all 
through the larger island groups that are 
not too widely separated from others. Ap- 
parently they once swam from island to 
island and thus arrived eventually in Aus- 
tralia. There are several kinds living there, 
including the daintily frilled lace monitor. 

On a small island called Komodo, be- 
tween Java and Australia, there is a species 
of monitor that grows to be ten feet long. 
It is often called the Komodo dragon, 
although the more common name is 
Komodo lizard. This monitor is heavily 
built and has a shorter tail than most others. 
For this reason it is actually very much 
bigger and heavier than some of the others 
that measure seven feet. It is only in recent 
years that this monster has been discovered, 
because it lives on an island not often 
visited. 

In 1883 the little island of Krakatao, 
between Sumatra and Java, blew up and 
disappeared in the ocean, with all the life 
on it. Then shortly after that it grew up 
again as a new volcanic island with only 
ashes on it, and scientists watched closely to 
see what forms of life would appear there 
first. Plants, birds, and insects arrived first, 
but of the larger kinds of animals and 
reptiles a monitor lizard was the earliest 
settler. The nearest land was thirty miles 
away. He must have been able to swim as 
well as Marilyn Bell, unless he hitchhiked 
by riding a floating tree. 

The natives of most countries where 
monitors live regard them as poisonous. 
Actually they are not. They do not spit fire 
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either, as the ancient dragons are supposed 
to have done. Yet like a snake's tongue, 
theirs is black and red and forked. It comes 
out a long way and is really used to smell 
and feel with. It is not a stinger. 

Of the more than 2,500 species known, 
the only lizard that is poisonous is the 
gila monster of the Southwestern States, 
and a cousin of his farther south. The 
lizard’s relationship to snakes has given all 
lizards a rather bad reputation which they 
don’t really deserve. 


Punishing Father 
From page 14 


To tell the truth, Joan did not feel so 
big and so brave now herself. She felt very 
much like sitting down and weeping with 
her sisters. Instead she looked about, trying 
to decide where it would be best for them 
to spend the night. A little way ahead of 
them was a deep wash or gully, cut out by 
rampant floodwaters when Chinook winds 
suddenly melted a deep snow on the hills 
above. Joan led her little sisters down into 
the bottom of this now dry gully. She dis- 
tributed the rest of the grapes, and as they 
sat there gulping down the last of their 
food, they heard an airplane above them. It 
was flying very low, and it made several 
trips back and forth across the nearby fields 
and hills, and then flew away into the 
gathering dusk. 

Joan climbed up the bank and gazed after 
the departing plane. She had heard of atom 
bombs, and she was afraid of this low- 
flying, strange-acting plane. 

When she started back down, Joan’s feet 
slipped, and she rolled down the bank, stop- 
ping with a soft thud, unhurt, amid some 
vines on a little ledge above and a bit 
farther down than the spot where her sisters 
sat. Joan grabbed at the vines and tore 
loose a handful of them, revealing the 
entrance to a cave that led back into the 
side of the gully. 

The entrance was barely two feet square, 
and it was pitch dark inside, but Joan 
crawled bravely in. Fortunately she en- 
countered no skunk or rattlesnake as she 
groped her way about inside. She found 
that the cave was very small and very low, 
leading back about eight feet at the most 
into the side of the gully and being barely 





high enough for her to sit erect. The dry 
dust on the floor choked her as she moved 
about, yet she knew that this was a better 
place for her two little sisters to spend the 
night than the open gully below. Already 
the night air was becoming quite chill. 

“Come on, Sandra, help me carry May up 
to the cave,” Joan urged as she slid back 
down beside her drowsy sisters. “We'll have 
to stay here tonight. Maybe we can find a 
better place tomorrow.” 

Once inside the cave, Sandra and May 
gave way to their fright and despair. There 
was only the deep dust on the floor in which 
to sleep, no warm blankets to pull over them, 
no doll or panda bear for company, and 
worst of all there was no Father or Mother 
nearby to speak a comforting word. 

A cow lowed somewhere out in the 
darkened field, and an owl hooted from 
some bushes nearby. A night breeze stirred 
the bushes and vines at the entrance. The 
three little girls within the cave crouched 
against the back in terrified silence, sure 
that fierce, wild creatures stalked the field 
outside and snuffed at the vine-covered en- 
trance to the cave. How they all wished 
they were safely back at home again! 
Having no swing was the very least of their 
troubles right now. There was no talk of 
punishing father any more. How welcome 
now would have been the sound of their 
father’s voice speaking to them. How easy 
it would be to give up anything he required 
of them, just so they might cling to him in 
the darkness, assured of his continued love 
and protection! The girls huddled close 
together, and finally, from sheer exhaustion, 
fell asleep. 

Meanwhile, back in the city, the girls’ 
father came home from work at noon to 
discover that his three daughters had dis- 
regarded his order that they remain at home 
until he returned. He prepared a lunch of 
hot soup, fruit, crackers, and milk, and waited 
a few minutes for the children to return. 
When they still did not come, he picked up 
the telephone and called the parents of 
their usual playmates. Not one of them had 
seen the girls that morning! Slightly alarmed 
now, the father went out to the shed where 
the bright red bicycle was kept, and dis- 
covered that it, as well as the girls, was 
missing. 

“They have probably just gone for a ride 
and have been careless about turning back 
soon enough to get home on time,” the 




















FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


f you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you 

Wayne Hayward, 264 Hendon Avenue, Willowdale, 
Ontario, Canada. Hiking, stamps. 

Mari Gregg, age 11. Box 432, Greybull, Wyoming, 
U.S.A. Dolls from other lands, photos. 

Genevieve Zalabak, age 13. Route 5, Marshfield, 
Wisconsin, U.S.A. Sports, reading, studying nature. 

Merrill Barnhart, age 10. 222 Ist Street, NW., 
Wadena, Minnesota, U.S.A. Model airplanes, read- 
ing, piano. 

George Sonsel, age 11. 4306 Whitworth Drive, 
Dallas 27, Texas. U.S.A. Drawing, reading. 

Mary Beth Helmer, age 14. Route 1, Box 90, Ba- 
tavia, New York, U.S.A. Stamps. 

Mary Ellen Kelly, age 12. Apartado 16, Monte- 
morelos, N.L., Mexico. Cooking, sewing, piano, 
stamps. 

Barbara Pickett, age 12. Route 1, Woodbine, Mary- 
land, U.S.A. Skating, swimming, biking. 

Janet Clifford age 11. 919 Rosewood Street, Brain- 
erd, Minnesota, U.S.A. Stamps, post cards, foreign 
money. 

Burland J. Nestor, age 12. 35 Spring Road, Carlisle, 
Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Coins, stamps. 

Beverly Perkins, age 12. P. O. Box 275, Westbrook, 
Connecticut, U.S.A. Cooking, biking, sports. 

Annette Wood, age 11. 399 NE. 171 Street, Box 
902, Uleta, Florida, U.S.A. 

Judy Ann Swanson, age 15. 846 Walnut Street, 
Baraboo, Wisconsin, U.S.A. Bakes jelly rolls, collects 
hand-drawn sketches. 

Sue Dintelman, age 12. R.R. 2, Nashville, Illinois, 
U.S.A. Collects pencils, cooks. 

Marcia Lee Myers, age 10. Route 1, Box 278, Au- 
burn, Washington, U.S.A. Stamps, piano, singing, 
animals. 








father thought, trying to soothe his mount- 
ing anxiety. 

He walked down the street, peering 
eagerly up each side street, expecting to 
see a red bicycle and three little girls ap- 
proaching along any one of them. There 
were other children playing contentedly 
along the shady streets, but the ones he 
sought were nowhere to be seen. 

On a sudden impulse he turned in at the 
neighborhood grocery. He knew that his 
three daughters often visited this store to 
purchase candy, gum, and popsicles. The 
grocer shook his head. The three little girls 
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The Secret of the Cave, 
by Arthur S. Maxwell 


A thrilling mystery story for 
boys and girls that will keep 
you guessing from first to last. 
In all the mystery and fun of 
these true stories is an inspiring 


lesson for all of us. $2.00 


On the Trail 
With Freckles and Don, 
by Ruth Wheeler 


Wouldn't it be fun to have a vaca- 
tion in Yosemite? You can join these 
two teen-age boys on an action- 
packed adventure of camping and 
hiking in one of our country’s most 
magnificent parks. $2.50. 





Song of the Trail, 
by Mabel Cason 


Not many of us will ever have the op- 
portunity of spending a summer herd- 
ing sheep as did David in this narra- 
tive of life in southwestern America. 
David is only a boy, but assumes the 
stature of a man as he takes on the 
responsibilities of protecting a herd 
of sheep from the ever-present dan- 
gers of the open country. $3.00 
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had not entered his store that morning. A 
boy of about Joan’s age, who had come in 
right after the girls’ father, and who stood 
beside the counter listening as he waited 
his turn, spoke up excitedly. 

“I saw them, Mister!” he said. “I saw all 
three of them early this morning. They 
were away over on the other side of town. 
They went into a grocery store over there 
with a man in greasy coveralls. He had a 
beard and he was wearing glasses. He 
bought a whole lot of groceries. He made the 
girls help him carry them out to his car. I 
think it was an old green Chevrolet.” 

The father’s heart seemed to freeze up 
within him as he listened, and then it began 
to beat wildly. His three little daughters, 
then, were at the uncertain mercy of some 
strange, ill-kept man? Why had he ever con- 
sidered going away and leaving them at 
home alone? How could he ever tell their 
mother what had happened through his neg- 
lect? His joy over the birth of his first son 
was swallowed up in his misery over the loss 
of his three daughters. 

“O God,” he prayed silently from the 
anguished depths of his soul, “take care of 
my babies.” 

“Get the police for me,” he told the 
storekeeper in a voice so strained that the 
kindly grocer handed the boy a candy bar 
and did not wait to collect his pay. 


(Concluded next week) 





Poison in the Milk 
From page 5 


you put poison in it to kill us. Why did you 
do it? If you tell me the truth, we won't 
report this to the police.” 

The frightened woman confessed, and 
the story was just what the profesor had 
imagined it would be. “You have an enemy 
who wanted to kill you because you teach a 
new religion in your school. He wants the 
people to worship the old way. He made 
me do it. I promised I would never tell any- 
one what he asked me to do, or he said a 
curse would come upon me. Please don’t 
send me to prison! I’m truly sorry you are 
so ill!” she sobbed. 

“We won't send anyone to prison,” the 
profesor promised, “because we are in 
town to help the neighbors and not to hurt 
them. We forgive our enemies because we 
are Christians and God takes care of us.” 





Saved by the Police 
From page 3 


Aminta and the others who were to have a 
part took their places in front. Suddenly 
the door was forced open, and twelve 
policemen carrying long rifles strode into 
the room. 

The police captain shouted, “You are 
criminals, and I am going to carry all of 
you off to jail and burn this building.” 

Aminta and all the Sabbath school mem- 
bers bowed their heads and prayed. 

Then one of the group stood up and 
said, “Captain, we are not bad people. We 
have come here to worship God. Please do 
not take us to jail or burn this building.” 

The captain replied, “We will stay and 
watch you conduct your ‘mass.’” And so 
with the twelve policemen watching, their 
long rifles at the ready, Aminta and her 
friends conducted the Sabbath school. Every- 
one did his best. 

After the service was over, the police 
captain said, “I think this was a good ‘mass.’ 
You may conduct the service any time you 
want to.” Then he and the other policemen 
went out of the room and marched back to 
the village. After the policemen left, the 
members of the Sabbath school had another 
short service, thanking God for taking care 
of them and for the way the incident had 
turned out. 

But the leader of the state church in that 
village was not happy with the report of 
the policemen. One day during the next 
week he gathered together these twelve 
policemen and a large group of men carry- 
ing clubs, guns, knives, and sticks, and 
started toward the home where Aminta, her 
brothers, and some of the other believers 
lived. 

When they came to the home, the church 
leader called for all those who were inside 
to come out. Everyone came and stood 
facing the church leader, the policemen, and 
the mob. How frightened they were! 

First the church leader offered them 
money if they would return to the church 
of their childhood and renounce their faith 
in this new-found religion. 

Everyone in the group refused. 

Then the church leader became angry 
and scolded them with abusive words. 
Finally he told the mob to kill all of them, as 
they were not fit to live any longer. 
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You may look up the texts in your Bible to find 
the answers, then check with the answers below. 


Which Bible Woman? 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON 


Choose the correct Bibe woman's name to answer 
each of the questions. 

1. What was the name of the daughter-in-law who 
would not leave Naomi? (Sarah, Ruth, Elizabeth) 
(Ruth 1:14.) 

2. Who was the mother of Jacob and Esau? (Leah, 
Mary, Rebekah) (Gen. 27:5, 6.) 

3. What mother was turned out into the wilder- 
ness with her son Ishmael? (Hagar, Eve, Michal) 
(Gen. 21:14.) 

4. Who was the sister of Mary and Lazarus? 
(Martha, Naomi, Merab) (John 11:1.) 

5. What was the name of the sister of Moses 
and Aaron? (Rachel, Asenath, Miriam) (Num. 12:1.) 

6. Who betrayed Samson to the Philistines? (Sa- 
lome, Delilah, Deborah) (Judges 16:18.) 

7. What woman asked God to give her a son, and 
promised he would be given to the service of God? 
(Dinah, Hannah, Bathsheba) (1 Sam. 1:22, 28.) 

8. What queen had a book of the Bible named 
after her? (Ruth, Herodius, Esther) 


Hidden Bible Names 


By SHIRLEY L. MC DERMOTT 


In these sentences there are men and women you 
cannot see at first. The first is found for you. Can 
you find the others? 

1. AMOS EScaped the burning building. (Ex. 40: 
16.) 

2. Andy, may Jeth row the boat? (Ex. 18:10.) 

3. His name is Percy Russel. (2 Chron. 36:23.) 

4. Our dog, Etta, bit Harriet’s cat. (Acts 9:36.) 

5. Cass, | lassoed the quiet horse for you. (Acts 
16:25.) 

6. Hot water will mat the woolens. (One of the 
four Gospels.) 

7. Jack and Joe live near the beach. (Joel 1:1.) 





Bible Biogram 
By GRACE V. WATKINS 


SS enact 

: er 

I cs (asc tes MA UID sa 
1. Mother of Samuel (1 Sam. 1:20). 
BB TIE cic ssesccncoctccncns (Song of Solomon 2:1). 
3. Servant of Elisha (2 Kings 4:12). 
4. Prophet who rebuked David (2 Sam. 12:7). 
5. Sister of Mary and Lazarus (John 11:1). 


What Is It? 
By LOIS SNELLING 


Do you understand these difficult Bible words? 
Try to match each item in the first column with its 
meaning in the second column. 
. Ephah (Ex. 16:36) 

. Carbuncle (Ex. 28:17) . vegetable 
Leek (Num. 11:5) . musical instrument 


a. bird 
b 
c 
. Timbrel (2 Sam. 6:5) d. shoe fastener 
e 
f 


. Latchet (Mark 1:7) . Measure 
. Ospray (Lev. 11:13) . precious stone 


ANPWN— 


Guess Who? 
By MARY J. VINE 


Three times his master beat him sore, 

And would have beat him three times more, 

Except that he, poor asss, was driven to speech. 

Whose donkey was it that was made to teach 

His master that God’s ways are always best, 

And to obey, though never so sore-pressed? 
See Numbers 22:29. 
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But before anyone in the mob could 
strike, the twelve policemen jumped be- 
tween the Sabbath school members and the 
mob, and the captain said, “Do not touch 
any one of these people. They are not bad, 
they are good. All of you go home, and go at 
once.” 

And so the church leader and the mob 
turned and marched back to the village 
they had come from, the policemen follow- 
ing them. 

What a narrow escape! How thankful the 
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believers were that God protected them! 
They went back into the house and had 
another praise meeting, thanking God for @ 
impressing the policemen to protect them. ¢ 
But it was too dangerous to have Sabbath 
school in the house any more, and so the 
next Sabbath all the believers slipped 
quietly out of their homes before daybreak, 
and conducted Sabbath school in the deep 
forest, where their neighbors could not see 
or hear them. There in the jungle, with no | 
musical instruments but a babbling brook 











on 


and the singing birds, they enjoyed a won- 
derful meeting. They were sure that Jesus 
and His angels were with them there! 

Aminta’s father and mother soon heard 
about the strange goings on in this country 
home, and sent for Aminta to return to the 
city. When she arrived she was informed 
that the family were planning to send her 
away to a girls’ school conducted by the 
church to which her father and mother 
belonged. She knew that if she was sent 
there she would have a difficult time to 
remain an Adventist. So she crept out of 
the house by night and went to a friend’s 
house, and finally made her way to a 
Seventh-day Adventist school. 

On my recent trip to that country I met 
Aminta, heard her story, and asked her to 
write it down for me and for you. I am so 
thankful that she, her brothers, and the 
others there are so faithful, so enthusiastic, 
and have so much faith in God. I am sure 
we all rejoice that God protected them and 
that Aminta now has the privilege of pre- 
paring to be a worker in the Adventist 
Church. She then plans to return to help 
her brothers, her father and mother, and 
others to see and love the truth as she does. 

Let us continue to pray for all our young 
friends represented by Aminta in faraway 
lands. Let us continue to be liberal in the 
Sabbath school, so that we can have schools 
in these countries to train the people to 
become missionaries for their own country- 
men. 





A Fighting Conversion 
From page 8 


They walked on, not speaking for a few 
moments. “You know,” Butch said sud- 
denly, “I'd like to know something: you 
good at games? Play baseball well?” 

George swallowed. “Not very,” he ad- 
mitted. 

“Rotten player, huh?” Butch asked, not 


George smiled, but nodded. 

“I hate rotten ballplayers,” 
suddenly. 

George looked up in alarm. But neither 
said anything. Finally, to break the silence, 
George spoke: “You a good player?” 

“One of the best,’ Butch said, not 
boastfully, but just because that was his way 
of speaking. 

They walked on for a ways, then, at the 
corner, Butch grinned. “I wasn’t fooling. 
I really do hate rotten players,” he said. 
“Maybe, ah, maybe you'd better come on 
over to my house some afternoon and I'll 
teach you. O.K.?” 

"O.K.,” George said. 

“Swell,” Butch said. “After all, until you 
learn to play a good game of baseball—we 
can’t be real friends!” 

“T'll have to learn then,” George said, and 
then the two grinned and they both laughed. 

Then Butch grew serious. “You know, I 
think I'll make an exception in this case. 
You promise me you'll learn to play?” 

George nodded, equally serious. 

“Then,” Butch said, “I guess we can be 
friends now—but no backing out on your 
promise!” 

“No backing out,” 
two were friends. 

George didn’t back out—he learned to 
play baseball. And Butch didn’t back out— 
he learned more about Adventists. 

And now, some years later, the two are 
still friends, and both still like to play 
baseball, and attend church regularly. 

Occasionally, when someone asks Butch 
how he was converted, Butch tells him. 

But the strange part of it is that nobody 
ever believes him. No one ever believes that 
he was converted by a fight! 


“I guess so.” 
Butch said 


George agreed, and the 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


IX—God's People Are a Missionary People 


(JUNE 2) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: Isaiah 60:1-4, 
10, 11; Matthew 5:14-16. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Arise, shine; 
for thy light is come, and the glory of the Lord 
is risen upon thee” (Isaiah 60:1). 


READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 
Guiding Thought 


In The Youth’s Instructor of June 29, 1954, 
a missionary describes the scene he and his wife 
witnessed from their hillside home one evening. 
Looking down on the mission center, they saw, 
coming from the door of the chapel, little 
bobbing lights that dispersed and went in every 
direction. These lights were from pitch torches 
that were carried by Indians who had come from 
the surrounding mountains in the Maya-Quiche 
Indian territory of Guatemala to the mission, 
to learn more of God’s Word and will. Now they 
were going home. They had lighted their torches 
from the Light of the world, and they were 
going forth as bearers of light to their own sin- 
darkened communities. Jesus is the light of the 
world, the source of all light, physical and 
spiritual. “I am the light of the world,” He tells 
us. “Ye are the light of the world,” He tells us 
too. As we receive the light, so we must go forth, 
to every corner of the world, to take that light 
to those who are groping in darkness. 


SUNDAY 


A Light for a World in Darkness 


1. Find Isaiah 60:1. 

With what rousing words does Isaiah remind 
us, who are children of the light, of our mission- 
ary responsibilities? 

2. Read verse 2, first half. 

In what spiritual condition is the world at the 
present time? 

3. Read verse 2, second half. 


What is the only thing that can dispel the 
darkness of those who do not know God 
and His love? 


NoTe.—"“Light is a blessing, a universal bless- 
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ing, pouring forth its treasures on a world un- 
thankful, unholy, demoralized. So it is with the 
light of the Sun of Righteousness. The whole 
earth, wrapped as it is in the darkness of sin, and 
sorrow, and pain, is to be lighted with the 
knowledge of God’s love. From no sect, rank, or 
class of people is the light shining from heaven's 
a to be excluded.”—Prophets and Kings, p. 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
716, par. 3; p. 717. 
MONDAY 


Christ Is the Light of the World 
4. Find John 1:9. 
What does John call Jesus? 
5. Find John 8:12. 


What did Jesus declare that He can do for 
those who follow Him? 


6. Find Isaiah 49:6. 


When the aged Simeon took the infant Jesus 
in his arms in the Temple at His dedication, 
(Luke 2:25-32) he called Him “a light to lighten 
the Gentiles, and the glory of thy people Israel.” 
What prophecy was he quoting? 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, pp. 


463-465. 
TUESDAY 


Those Who Receive the Light Must Give the 
Light 
7. Find Matthew 5:14. 
How does Christ remind us of our responsibil- 


ity to pass on the light?  ) 


8. Read verses 15, 16. 


If we let our light shine, what will men see? 
What will they do? 


NoTE.—"All around us are heard the wails of 
a world’s sorrow. On every hand are the needy 
and distressed. It is ours to aid in relieving and 
softening life’s hardships and misery. The wants 
of the soul, only the love of Christ can satisfy. 
If Christ is abiding in us, our hearts will be full 
of divine sympathy... . 

















“There are many from whom hope has de- 
parted. Bring back the sunshine to them. Many 
have lost their courage. Speak to them words of 
cheer. Pray for them. There are those who need 
the bread of life. Read to them from the word of 
God.” —Prophets and Kings, p. 719. 

For further reading: Thoughts From the Mount 
of Blessing, pp. 66, 67. 


WEDNESDAY 


The Light to Lighten All the World 

9. Find Isaiah 60:3, 4. 

When Isaiah gave Israel the message to “arise, 
ine,” did he mean that the light was for God’s 
chosen nation only? 

10. Find Isaiah 11:10-12. 


Name some of the places from which God’s 
children will come to accept the gospel and place 
themselves under the ensign of Christianity. 


11. Find Matthew 28:19, 20. 


When Jesus sent His disciples forth with 
the gospel, to what parts of the earth did He tell 
them to go? 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, p. 
719, par. 4; pp. 720, 721. 
THURSDAY 


A Light That Spreads 


12. Find Isaiah 60:10, 11. 

What does Isaiah prophesy that the “sons of 
strangers,” those in the far ends of the earth 
who accept the gospel, will do to help build up 
God’s church on the earth? 


o*% -~ 


THOMAS SHOOB, 


NOTE.—“Upon the foundation that Christ 
Himself had laid, the apostles built the church of 
God. In the Scriptures the figure of the erection 
of a temple is frequently used to illustrate the 
building of the church. Zechariah refers to 
Christ as the Branch that should build the 
temple of the Lord. He speaks of the Gentiles as 
helping in the work. “They that are far off shall 
come and build in the temple of the Lord;’ and 
Isaiah declares, “The sons of strangers shall build 
up thy walls.’”"—The Acts of the Apostles, p. 595. 

13. Find Isaiah 54:2, 3. 

Here Isaiah writes of the church of Christ as 
a tent to which God’s children continue to 


come. As new ones join God’s people, what are 
we bidden to do? 


For further reading: Prophets and Kings, pp. 
373, 374, 375. 
FRIDAY 


WHAT one word has been left out of each of 
these quotations? WHO said each? Write J for 
Jesus, Jo for John, I for Isaiah, and S for Simeon. 


“I am the ______.. of the world.” 
“Arise, shine; for thy —...... is come.” 
“inat was the ttue —.... ._, Which lighteth 


every man that cometh into the world.” 

“Mine eyes have seen thy salvation, which 
thou hast prepared before the face of all people; 
a ........... to lighten the Gentiles.” 

“Let your _..... so shine before men, that 
they may see your good works.” 

Is your light shining, or has it become dim for 
want of Bible study and prayer? Does the fog of 
selfishness, or indifference to the needs of others, 
a the light from shining through in your 
life? 





We can be missionaries by inviting friends to our home and telling them about Jesus in our 
front room. Using Bible studies on filmstrips makes it easier to get all the texts right. 
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GREAT POETS-4 





THE. GOOD 
GRAY PORTING, 


WALT 


mm] ALT WHITMAN WAS BORN AS 
ON ALONG ISLAND FARM 
AND ATTENDED THE BROOK- 
| LYN PUBLIC SCHOOLS - 
FOR MANY YEARS HE WANDERED 
OVER THE WIDE LANDS OF 
THE WEST AND SOUTH, WORKING 
AS A STREET-CAR CONDUCTOR. 
EDITING- NEWSPAPERS, AND FINALLY 
BECOMING- A GOVERNMENT CLERK: 


10 


\\ = THE CWILWAR DISRUPTED 
THE COUNTIEY WHITMAN LABOR- 
ED LIKE A GIANT, NURSING THE 
WOUNDED IN THE HOSPITALS OF 


WASHINGTON .- 

THIS STRENUOUS 
WORK. BROUGHT 

ON PARALYSIS AND 
HE RETIRED TO 

CAMDEN, N-J- WHERE 
HE SPENT THE LAST 
YEARS OF HIS LIFE: 
HIS HOME IN CAMDEN 
IS NOW A MUSEUM 


co 


Sl Reeoom- LOVING, FEARLESS 

SON OF NATURE THAT 

HE WAS, WHITMAN'S VIGOR- 

ous, ROUGH - -HEWN POETRY, 

"LEAVES OF GRASS; EXPRESS- 

ES THE FEELINGS AND AS- 
PIRATIONS OF 
THE WHOLE 
NATION, AND 
HE 1S THE 
MOST VITAL 
POET THAT 
AMERICA HAS 
YET PRODUCE 


wm 





BORN 1819 IN WESTHILLS, L. I., N. Y—DIED 1892 IN CAMDEN, N. SZ 


Reprinted by permission from Illustrated Minute Biographies by Samuel Nisenson and Wil- 
liam A. DeWitt, copyright 1949 and 1953, published by Grosset and Dunlap, Inc., New York. 
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